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It has not been so very long,
Just four years to a day,
Since we began our High School song,
The Crimson and the Gray.
Our class at first was very small,
But labored hand in hand,
Inviting others, one and all,
To join our little band.
We took advantage of our seers,
And always did our best,
In hope that we in future years
May stand life's earnest test.
Our teachers gave a helping hand
To all who needed aid,
That in our prospects at command,
Their labor is repaid.
For this foundation which they give
On which to build our fame,
We should remember while we live
To reverence their name.
But now the time for us to part,
And leave our friendships true
Has come.     And with a throbbing heart
We bid them all adieu.
'Tho we depart from this old place,
Away from friendships dear,
In future time we can retrace
Success to this school year.
But when we conquer every foe,
And rise to high success,
We will remember what we owe
To dear old C. H. S.
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